WATER      UNDER      THE      BRIDGES
authorized the Press photographers to attend on condition that they
ceased their flashlights as soon as the actual religious service began.
They did not keep their word, but I had arranged for the members of
the British Legion to stand on each side of the platform from which
the service was conducted, and at a given signal they very soon
had all the photographers out of the hall. Otherwise they would
have gone on with their magnesium flares throughout the entire pro-
ceedings, as they did in the great Catholic cathedral of Buenos Aires
on lie Argentine National Day.
There was one event that November ist which filled me with very
justifiable Anglo-Saxon pride, and that was the arrival of Miss Jean
Batten, the New Zealander, who flew solo in a Moth plane across the
South Atlantic from Dakar. She was the first to accomplish this
magnificent feat; and when one saw her one marvelled the more, for
she was a mere slip of a girl, good-looking, dainty, and feminine, and
by the same token conveying no impression of the strength and will
power which were essential to survive such a test of courage and
endurance. She must have been steel within, particularly as the whole
adventure was planned and executed by herself alone without any
financial or material backing and assistance from others. Her femini-
nity was well illustrated by the fact that when she left Africa, in order
to lighten her plane, she jettisoned all her spare parts and tools, which
in truth would not have helped her had she come down in the middle
of the ocean, but brought with her an evening dress, in which she
appeared at the banquet of the St. Andrew's Society of the River Plate
on November 30th.
The Scots in Argentina played a leading part in the life of the
British community there. They had a church of their own, presided
over by the energetic and justly popular Dr. Douglas Bruce, while the
St. Andrew's Society of the River Plate was the seventh largest in the
world. The society's banquet followed by a ball on St. Andrew's
Day was always one of the events of the Buenos Aires year. A large
number o those present wore their kilts, and there were pipers and
haggis, white heather and reels. In view of my connection with
Alexander Henderson of Leuchars, who drew up the Covenant in the
early part of the seventeenth century, I had the honour to be President
of the Society in 1936. In that capacity I had, luckily for the only
time in my life, to make two speeches at the St. Andrew's Day Dinner,
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